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The  Giris  of  Shansi. 


‘QJNDER  the 
where  the 
wail  of  the  mothers: 


shadow  of  the  tall  pagoda, 
grim  idols  smile,  we  hear  this 


Do  you  hear  the  children  crying. 
Do  you  hear  the  mothers  pleading, 
“Give  us,  give  us,  bread  to  eat !” 


We  have  been  told  that  there  was  a Christ 
child  and  that  he  grew  to  manhood  and  died 
for  us.  We  long  to  know  more  about  him,  to 
feel  his  presence,  but  there  is  no  one  to  tell  us, 
no  one  to  help  us,  no  one  to  teach  us.  It  is 
grind  and  sew,  toil  and  labor,  opium  and 
gambling;  who  cares  for  us?  The  idols  have 
no  mercy,  no  pity;  they  are  wood  and  stone. 
We  hear  that  Jesus  loves  us,  that  he  will  make 
our  burdens  light,  that  he  will  cure  us  of  our 
opium  and  help  us  to  live  better  lives. 

But  who  is  there  that  cares?  For  twenty 
years  we  have  been  told,  that  soon  we  would 
have  a teacher;  for  twenty  years  we  have 
waited  to  have  our  girls  taught  better  things; 
and  while  we  waited  they  had  to  be  betrothed 
into  heathen  homes,  where  they  have  suffered, 
oh,  how  they  have  suffered!  Yes,  some  have 
even  taken  their  lives  because  of  it  all.  How 
our  hearts  have  ached.  Is  there  no  one  to 
take  pity  on  us?  They  tell  us  that  in  America 
there  are  many  schools  for  the  children,  that 
they  are  taught  of  better  things  and  that  they 
learn  to  love  Jesus.  Our  Shepherd,  Mr.  Pye, 
tells  us  that  Jesus  taught,  “Suffer  little  children 


to  come  unto  me  and  forbid  them  not.”  How 
can  we  know  that  this  is  so,  when  there  is  no 
one  to  teach  us?  We  have  many  children  in 
our  district,  so  many,  that  we  can  not  count 
them.  Does  this  Jesus  love  them?  If  he  did, 
would  he  not  tell  those  people  in  America  who 
know  all  about  Him  that  over  in  Shansi  are 
people  who  never  knew  what  it  was  to  be 
without  hunger,  and  they  cue  willing  to  send 
their  daughters  to  school  and  pay  their  board, 
if  they  can  only  have  a teacher.  Won’t  you 
hear  our  prayers,  won’t  you  send  us  a young 
woman,  a kindergartner,  to  teach  our  little  ones, 
to  gather  them  in  from  the  street,  a teacher  to 
teach  our  daughters  how  to  read  and  write, 
and  to  tell  them  how  to  be  morally  good? 
Won’t  you,  oh  won’t  you,  send  some  one  to 
tell  us  the  way  into  true  womanhood?  We 
have  never  been  told!  This  Jesus,  they  say, 
caune  into  the  world  over  1900  years  ago,  and 
there  is  no  one  yet  to  teach  us. 

Mothers  in  America,  pity  us!  You  who 
have  little  ones,  look  in  mercy  on  our  little  ones 
for  Jesus’  sake! 

“Who  knoweth  but  that  thou  art  come  unto 
the  kingdom  for  such  a time  as  this.”  to  save 
us  and  our  children? 


The  Outlook 

In  Chma,  today,  there  is  a province  peculiarly 
dear  to  all  Oberlin  people;  for  Oberlin  men 
and  women  have  given  there  of  their  best 
service.  But  in  spite  of  all  this  there  is  a spot 
where  for  twenty  years,  they  have  been  callmg 
for  young  women  to  enter  and  give  them  the 
Bread  of  Life.  For  twenty  years  the  Board 
has  promised  to  send  to  Fen  Chou  fu  the 
young  women  when  found.  “You  do  not  see 
finer  women  on  the  streets  of  Boston  than  in 
this  city,”  said  Dr.  Barton  after  his  visit  there; 
and  these  poor  thirsting  women  have  gone  on 
in  despair,  day  after  day,  year  edter  year,  their 
little  ones  have  died,  their  older  children  have 
died,  some  have  committed  suicide,  others  have 
fallen,  fallen  to  the  lowest  depth  of  shaune,  all 
because  WB  ZVClit,  aJl  because  WB  have  no 


interest  in  them.  “Am  1 my  sister’s  keeper? 
Who  is  my  sister?’’  These  sire  they,  who  with 
outstretched  hands  are  turning  to  you,  begging 
of  you  to  send  some  one  to  them.  TTieir 
situation  is  most  pathetic. 

The  Opportunity 

The  Government  is  now  insisting  that  all 
girls  be  taught.  TTiey  have  no  teachers  to 
open  these  schools,  no  one  is  ready  for  the 
opportunity.  Heathen  temples  are  utilized  as 
schools  with  men  as  teachers  who  have  only  a 
smattering  of  Western  learning:  and  these  girls 
must  go  there  to  be  taught.  They  must  worship 
idols  and  the  hearts  of  the  Christian  mothers  are 
almost  heart-broken.  If  we  can  send  two 
young  women  this  year,  they  can  open  a school 
with  one  hundred  in  attendance.  They  could 
take  in  two  hundred  if  they  had  the  money. 

The  mothers  could  be  taught  and  they  in 
turn  could  teach  their  little  ones  and  also  the 
older  ones  how  to  live  better  and  truer  lives. 

The  Workers  Ready 

Now,  after  these  long  years  of  waiting,  two 
of  Oberlin’s  choicest  daughters  say,  “We  will 
go  to  that  needy  field.  We  will  carry  them 
the  message  of  salvation.  ” Oh,  how  the  joyful 
news  has  sped  over  land  and  sea  and  found  a 
happy  echo  in  the  hearts  of  those  waiting 
women  and  girls.  One  of  these  young  women 
will  go  as  a kindergartner  and  teacher  for  the 


girls,  the  other  as  teacher  and  evangelist  for 
that  vast  community  of  women. 

The  Lack 

But  now  comes  the  sad  message  from  the 
Board  rooms,  that  they  are  fearful  that  they  can 
not  be  sent  because  of  lack  of  funds.  The 
treasury  has  been  depleted.  The  people  have 
not  been  loyal  to  the  trust  which  has  been  given 
them,  and  they  are  afraid  that  they  can  not 
send  them.  Oh,  Christian  mothers  and  sisters, 
let  us  rally  about  these  young  women!  In  the 
name  of  our  own  little  ones,  in  the  name  of  our 
own  girlhood  and  womanhood,  let  us  send  help 
to  these  pleading  starving  people.  What  has 
Christ  done  for  you?  What  would  you  be 
without  the  light  and  love  of  Jesus?  Can  you 
not  do  a little  for  these  needy  ones?  Here 
nearly  every  home  is  a Christian  home.  In 
that  city  of  Fen  Chou  fu,  of  almost  forty 
thousand  people,  there  is  no  one  to  teach  the 
word  to  those  women. 

May  not  this  be  our  opportunity  to  help 
these  women  to  the  Christ?  Will  we  not  enjoy 
our  own  fireside,  our  own  church  home  with 
greater  thankfulness,  because  we  have  helped 
to  send  these  young  women  to  tell  China’s 
women  of  the  Christ? 

Money  may  be  made  payable  either  to  Mrs. 
Geo.  W.  Andrews,  Local  Treasurer,  W.  B.  M.  I.  or 
Mrs.  Sarah  C.  Little,  State  Treasurer,  Oberlin,  O. 
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